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"You were advantageously placed to know some-
thing of it."

There was a stir at the door. In a moment the
hostess of the evening was hurrying to greet the
late-comer.

"The Barbarova," Willy heard the wizened man
mutter.

She was looking round at the company. Her manner,
serene, a little tired, seemed to comment unfavourably
upon what she saw.

"Talk of angels," said Willy.

"I beg your pardon."

"An English saying------"

But the wizened man apparently proposed to take
him literally.

"Angels, you say. . . . She is no angel. A devil, per-
haps. A cold-hearted devil of a woman. Look at her,
proud, supercilious, flaunting herself before us. ..."
His wizened features took on an ancestral ferocity, a
iook of the Kalmuck. Through the pearl epaulettes, the
star, the gorgeous uniform, the Parisian manners, you
caught a glimpse of the ancient Tartar chief, robbing
and ravishing the plains. It was a look that, at another
time, in some other place, would have boded ill for the
Princess Barbarov.

Willy, glancing at the venomous profile, was con-
scious of an uneasy disgust. But the wizened man re-
covered himself.

"Did I not tell you, Monsieur," he observed ur-
banely, "that Lord Norton would sigh in vain? "

Willy replied that, so far as his recollection served,
this was so.

"Well, I was right."

"Indeed!"